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First Bite 


Over 100,000 people were there, at Castle Donington. One hundred thousand people witnessed me falling apart 
and they didn't even know it. The sweat poured down my back in buckets, the warm late afternoon sun was 
making me dizzy. Every now and then, | felt Dave look at me. He could be in the middle of singing and his eyes 
would find me, making sure | hadn't passed out cold and fallen off the stage. At the end of our eleven song set, 
| pushed past someone who cursed at me, dropping my bass into the hands or someone, | didn't even see who, 


and | found a bathroom. 


Slamming the door, | leaned against it and tilted my head back while closing my eyes. The room was spinning 
and | could feel the contents of my stomach rising into my throat. What little contents there were, anyway. | 
was afraid to eat anything, knowing this was going to happen. And in the next moment, | was on my knees, in 
front of the toilet, vomiting my guts out. | wretched and wretched and wretched some more. Where the fuck 
was all this coming from? My ribs ached, my eyes Teared up and ran over, my nose was running. | was a 
fucking mess. After my stomach decided it was empty enough, | rolled onto my side and lay there on the cold, 
disgusting floor. But it felt good and | pressed my forehead against it. 


"God, just help me. | don't wanna do this anymore." | mumbled. It was a stupid plea. One of the many I'd made 
since | realized | had a problem. That useless little bargain we all try to make with God. ‘Just let me get out of 


this and I'll never do it again, | swear: Only, we always do. 

There came a soft knock on the door followed by that soft voice, "Junior? You okay?" 

Dave. He cared. | know he cared about me even if he did tend to shy away from the reality that | was living. 
When | didn't respond, he knocked again, louder this time. "Junior, answer me! You okay in there!" 


My chest ached, my back ached, my head hurt, my hands kept shaking, but | pulled myself off the floor and 
unlocked the door. Dave barged in and took one long look at me. He held my face in both of his hands. 


"You okay?" 
‘lm sick, Dave. | don't wanna be sick anymore." 


"I know, | know. Come on, let's get you cleaned up and back to the hotel. | sent a guy out. We'll get you fixed up 
later tonight, okay?" 


"No, | mean | don't wanna do this anymore. | wanna stop.” 
"Yeah, me too." He mumbled as he turned the cold faucet on. | could tell he didn't mean it. 


But | stood there and sighed as he cleaned up my face and neck and hands. He was a good man and a really 


good lover to me. 
"I'd kiss you right now but | got puke breath." 
Dave grinned but kept his focus on washing my hands. "You got pretty hands, Junior.” 


“Tonight, when | feel better, I'm gonna put these pretty hands all over your body." | purred as | leaned into my 
redheaded beauty. 


"Promise?" He smirked and met my stare. 

"Oh, fuck yeah." But in this state, even getting a boner was impossible so | backed away from Dave. 
"Come on, let's get you back to the hotel" He told me with a knowing, sad smile. 

With an arm around my back, he led me to the van. | wound my arm around him, too. 

"Did | do okay? | didn't fuck up too bad, did |?" 


"You did fine." 


"Good. Thought | was gonna fucking faint a couple times." 
"| know." 


In the van, | didn't give a shit anymore, | needed him to hold onto me. | leaned against his chest and he wrapped 


two arms around me and held me close. 
"Im really sorry, Dave" | mumbled as my body trembled. | was cold, so damn cold | was sweating again 
"Hey, he okay back there? He gonna throw up?" The driver asked. 

"He's okay. Not gonna throw up. Coming down with something, thats all" 

"Yeah, | just bet" 


| cringed at the driver's comment. Everybody knew. Everybody could tell | was a fucking junkie who was dope 


sick It wasn't really that hard to figure out. 

Dave practically carried me through the lobby of the hotel. He kept an arm around my back and immediately 
found my hand when it floundered in the air, looking for something to grab onto. In the elevator, he took me by 
the shoulders and leaned me against the wall. 

"Soon, kid. Soon" He said in a soft voice. 

My head rolled back and a groan escaped my lips. | felt my body start to slide to one side and then Dave was 
in front of me, pressed against me, holding me upright. His hands pushed my hair out of my face and his lips 
found mine. | tried to kiss him back but | just couldn't find the strength. 

"Come on, Junior. Wake up for me, please?" One hand softly slapped my cheek. 

"m awake." 

He held my elbow and guided me into the hotel room and all but pushed me on to the bed Dave undressed me, 
pulling my sneakers off, then my socks. He yanked my jeans off and pulled my shirt over my head. Then he 
undressed himself, right down to his shorts. 

"Dave.." 


| know, kid. Come on, sit up for me." 


As | watched Dave take a small, tan-colored pebble out of a plastic vile and gather a cigarette lighter and a 
small, folded up piece of foil, | was in turmoil. | didn't want to do it anymore. | knew that | wanted to stop, | 


knew that | wanted to get my shit together and beat this once and for all. But my body was telling me 
something else. | felt like complete shit. | felt sick to my stomach all the time, | couldn't eat, | couldn't focus, | 
couldn't function properly. And if | kept this up, sooner or later, | knew | would die. At the very, very least, I'd 
never again do what | loved doing; playing music. And yet, I'd reached the point where | needed to do this in 
order to do that. So, with a resigning, helpless sigh, | took the plastic straw from Dave when he held it out to 


me. 


When | was done, | fell back against the bed and closed my eyes. | could feel it coursing through my body, 
instantly making everything feel better again. My head stopped throbbing, my stomach stopped trying to eat 
itself, my vision cleared up and | could breath without panting. This is why quitting is so fucking hard. | 
watched Dave as he slowly heated up some more for himself. He was beautiful. | wanted to touch him, wanting 
to feel him touching me. My desire had returned in full force and | wanted to show him my gratitude for 
taking care of me. | reached a hand out, a hand that was no longer shaking, and lightly danced my fingertips 


down his back, making him shiver. 

He turned and smiled at me. "Feel better?" 

"One thousand percent." | returned his smile. 

After a moment, he put the straw and lighter down and turned to me, leaning over me so that our chests 
were pressed together. He kissed me and | felt his hand slide down my body and inside my shorts. My legs 


parted and | pushed myself into his hand. 


Try as | might, however, nothing was happening down south. | tried to swallow my embarrassment and 


frustration and, instead, just Turned over and gave Dave my ass. 


Management, against my will, had decided that it was in my (read: the band's image) best interest to cancel 
the remaining shows after Donington A story was cooked up stating that | had slipped and fell in the bathtub 
and injured my hand. That hurt. That seeped in deep and made me think. 


Back Into The Pit 


"Dave," | started one evening after we returned to LA. We sat on the couch in our apartment. He had just 
come back from a pretty good score. And even as | took a hit, | spoke. "I'm gonna quit. | really want to stop, 


okay?" 
‘Yeah, kid. Sure." He mumbled as he closed his eyes and leaned back 


"Will you..will you do it, too?" My voice was low and soft. Probably because | already knew the answer to my 


question. 
"Yeah. Course | will" He didn't mean it. 


Encouraged by management, Dave and | checked into Promises together. We were also encouraged not to let 
them know that we were a couple. So we were booked into separate rooms. Separate, sure, but right next door 
to each other. By the third night, we were both disgustingly sick | lay awake in my bed, sweating and panting, 


and having to listen to my lover's screaming next door. 


To hell with this place, | thought, and | crept into Dave's room and held him as we both fought off the 


sickness. 


By the fourth night, | was beginning to feel better. | ate a small dinner, was able to focus on reading a letter 
from my mother. Dave, however, was getting surly and mean in his sickness. He lashed out at me, telling me all 
of this was my fault. | was the bigger junkie out of the two of us so how dare | sit here and pretend that l'm 


all better now. 

| begged, | pleaded, and | cried. But Dave still checked himself out on the fifth day. The entire day, for me, was 
spent sitting on the edge of that small bed, in the room that still smelled like him, and debating whether | 
should stay or follow him. | decided to stay and | completed the twenty-eight day program. | was sober for 
four weeks. It was several years, six or seven, since I'd not touched a thing in that long. But even as | smiled 
and shook the counselors’ and doctors’ hands, | knew it wouldn't last. | honestly couldn't wait to get home to 
Dave. And if he was using, damn right | would be, too. 

To my surprise, Dave picked me up. He had a sneer on his face and was quiet, but he still came. 

"How was it?" He finally asked as unlocked the door to our apartment. 

"It was good. | really missed you, though." 


"Missed you, too." 


| went right for it. The truth was, my body felt great. My mind, though. Not so great. | was afraid of losing 


Dave. | was afraid that if | stayed sober, I'd lose the man | loved He wasn't ready to kick it and | respected 
that. | guess | wasn't ready either. So | asked. 


"You, uh..2" 

He stared at me, a tilt to his head. "You want..?" 

| nodded, my eyes glued to the floor by his feet. The sound of his harsh laughter made me cringe. 
"Gonna flush a whole fucking month right down the drain, huh?" 


| didn't reply. What the hell could | say? Instead, | let him take me by the wrist and pull me down the hall, into 
the bedroom. 


As was our ritual, we undressed and sat on the bed, smoking. And, as always, he let me go first. It felt like | 
had been stranded in a dry desert for a month and someore finally gave me a bucket of ice, cold water. It felt 
like being stuck out in a rainstorm for a month and someone finally wrapped a blanket around me and stuck me 
in front of a fireplace. 

| sat at the top of the bed, leaning against the wall, watching in a daze, as Dave turned and crawled toward me. 
"Fucking missed you." 

“Should have stayed, then" 

"Couldn't." 

"| know." 


"Why did you?" 


| wanted to. | thought if | just got to the end of the program, then | would, like, magically, not want to do this 


anymore." 

| watched the corner of his mouth twitch and he looked down at the dingy bedclothes around us. 

"Guess you were wrong” 

‘Guess so" | murmured 

He crawled on top of me and pushed me down onto the bed. He was so beautiful to me. | loved feeling his thin 


body on top of me, loved the way his hair fell around us, creating a soft, orange cocoon in which we could hide. 


Dave finally kissed me. A kiss | hadn't received in over three weeks, | was eager to feel it again | was eager to 


taste it and let it nourish me the way it always did. His hands landed in my hair, fingers knotting it and pulling 
it, while he kissed my mouth. | felt his tongue touch mine and | waited for the shocks and the tremors of 
pleasure to ripple through my body. | felt tremors of a different kind, however. Dave tasted different, bitter 


and acidic. | pulled away and caught his stare. 
"What?" 
"| don't know. You taste different." 


"Different? How?" 


My tongue slowly slid over my top lip, getting another taste of him. "I don't know." Replied | as | reached for 
him again. 


This time | ignored it. | fought back my impulse to pull away and merely chalked it up to my being sober. | had 


forgotten what heroin breath tasted like. While we kissed, | slid one hand between our bodies and wrapped it 
around his flacid cock, slowing trying to bring him to life. 


"Want you." | panted while | pushed up against him. "Come on, baby. It's been so fucking long. | need you. | want 
to feel this cock buried deep in my ass." 


Dave liked to hear me beg and talk dirty to him. He liked it when we kissed and when | used my hands on him. 
He pushed his face into my neck and purred, giving me little nibbles as he rocked his pelvis into me. But | 
couldn't get him hard this way. 

| pushed him onto his back and attacked his dick with my mouth. | stroked him hard with my lips and my wet 
tongue while gently rolling his balls in my hand. Several minutes passed and my jaw was beginning to ache, along 
with my neck And yet, he was still as soft as when we first got into bed. 

Dave sighed and, with a gentle hand against the side of my head, pushed me off of him. 

"Babe." | tried. 

"Just forget it." 

"| can keep going.” | offered. 

"Wouldn't matter." He mumbled and pushed himself to the edge of the bed. 

He sat with his head in on hand, the other roughly stroked himself. | heard him softly cursing under his 


breath. On my hands and knees, | crawled behind him and leaned against his back. My arms wound around him 


and | kissed his cheek. My own hard dick rubbed against his back. 


"Dave, come on. | know you want to fuck me. | know you want to give me a good, deep fucking. Four long, lonely 
weeks. My ass is begging for you. For you shove your gorgeous cock deep inside of me and blow your load." 
My voice was low and deep, my lips grazed his ear. 

"Goddamn it, Junior. | do want to fuck you. You know | dol” Then he turned and met my eyes. "I just can't" 

We stared at each other for a long minute. A minute in which all my choices played out before me. Stay and 
keep using and never have sex with the man | love again. Stay and stop using and drive a wedge between me 
and the man | love. Leave and get sober and stay sober and lose the man | love. 


| chose the first option For now. | smiled and raised a hand to Dave's cheek | gave him a short kiss. 


"IFs okay. Maybe another time." 


Gonna Get Better 


| wasn't even aware of it the first couple times, but | started making excuses to avoid Dave. When he would 
announce that he wanted to hit the bar, I'd feign a stomach ache. When he brought home some weed or some 


dope, I'd pretend to be asleep in bed. The guilt began to eat away at my soul. | was staying sober in secret so 
that | didn't lose my boyfriend. How fucked up is that? 

It was after four in the morning when | heard the jingle of keys in the lock. Then | heard the keys drop to the 
floor, Dave curse, and the jingle again. The door creaked open and | heard his clumsy footsteps followed by a 
belch and a soft giggle. | had to push my face into my pillow to stifle my own laughter. 

"Junior!" He slurred and | heard his footfall in the hallway. "Junior, you awake?" 

He entered the bedroom and | heard the sound of him trying to kick off his sneakers. 

"Hey. You awake?" 

| pretended to be asleep. 

| heard his soft moan and felt the bed shift under his weight. He pawed at me and climbed on top of me. His 
breath smelled of booze and cigarettes and his hands felt like ten instead of two as they roamed over my 


body. 


"Wake up, you sexy fucking slut. | wanna do it" And to emphasis his point, he drove his hard cock against my 
hip. 


| wanted it. If he could finally get it up, then hell yeah, | wanted it. | softly moaned and rolled onto my back, 


slowly opening my eyes. 

"Hey." | whispered. 

"Hey, yourself. Look! I'm hard!" He seemed so proud of himself. 

| watched as he slid off of me and teetered on the floor, trying to strip his clothes off. | couldn't stop myself. 
| had to help. Getting up on my knees, | helped pull his shirt over his head and then immediately covered his 
breastbone with my open mouth. My hands continued to work on the button and zipper of his jeans. Clumsily, 
he shuffled out of his pants and swayed before me, naked. His hard cock bobbed against his flat stomach. | 
reached for it and stroked it. He moaned and leaned into my touch. 


"Fuck, that's good, Junior." 


Making sure it wouldn't be over before it started, | withdrew and shed my own clothes. Then | turned and 


reached for the bottle of lube in the drawer of the nightstand. It's been months since we had occasion to use 
it. | was on my hands and knees on the bed when | felt Dave climb onto it behind me. | sat back on my heels 
and popped the cap on the bottle and poured a little into my hand. | raised it to my nose and gave it a sniff. 
"What's it smell like?" 

"Its the vanilla one we had a while ago." 


"Let me." 


| held my hand out for Dave and he sniffed it before he took my hand in his and lowered it to his cock With a 
grin, | slowly closed my fingers around his shaft and pumped it a couple times, smearing the thick liquid all 


over it. 

"Get back on your hands. Gonna take you like that.” He told me. 

| did as he told me and lowered my head and shoulders against the pillows. | felt him smear some of the lube 
around my entrance and then a finger was roughly pushed inside of me. | grunted and bucked but he continued 
fingering me, adding a second digit after a moment. | could feel my own cock growing hard, the thought of 
finally making love to my boyfriend surged through me, warm and crackling. Feeling his fingers thrust in and 
out of me, stretching me, made me groan in pure ecstasy. But when the fingers finally withdrew, that's when | 
really purred and moaned, rolling my hips in heady anticipation. 


He was in me. 


Then it was over. 


| lay still, my head turned in the opposite direction, trying to silently sniffle back my emotions. | knew why. 
Drink, drugs, and the long, barren months. That's why it only took a few moments for him to blow his load 
inside of me. 

It's fine." | mumbled before sliding off the bed and shuffling to the bathroom. 

| was scrubbing my skin a little too hard when | heard his knock on the door. 

"Junior?" 


"What?" 


‘lm sorry. Gonna get better, | promise | will." 


"Sure." 


| sighed and let the hot water scorch the skin on my face as | stared up at the shower nozzle. | was 
determined to finish the job he started. With one hand wrapped around my cock and the other arm braced 
against the tile wall, | stroked myself hard and fast. My eyes closed and images of days gone by flashed 
before me. The first time | met Dave. The first time he kissed me. The first time we fucked. The first time | 
told him that | loved him. My hand moved faster along my cock, fist squeezing tighter. | remembered the first 
time | got so wasted, | needed Dave to help me to bed. Soft, gentle hands moved along my body, guiding me, 
taking care of me. His sweet voice in my ear, promising that everything would be okay. My orgasm was coming 
on swiftly and | wanted it. | wanted to come and feel that delicious release. Then | wanted it to be over. The 
memory that came next was one from just a few moments before. That incredible feeling of my lover inside 
of me, filling me with his come, feeling his cock throb. | was pushed over the edge. | came hard, splattering the 


tiles on the wall, crying out his name. 


When | opened the bathroom door, Dave was laying in bed, stretched out on his back, hands tucked under head 


and ankles crossed. He knew. He heard. 
"How was your shower?" 
"Not the best | ever had" Replied | with a sad smile. 


The difference between poison and venom is that if something bites you and you die, it's venom. If you bite 


something and you die, it's poison. | was being poisoned. 


